THE FROGS, 337-3GO

XA.   Holy and sacied queen, Demetei's daughbci,

O, what a jolly whiff of pork bieathed o'er me ' a
DI    Hist I and pei chance you'll gel some tupe youiself

(Tli? welcome to
CIIOR  Come, anse, fiom sleep awaking,

come the fiery toiches shaking,
O lacchus ' O lacchus '
Moimng Stai that shmest nightly
Lo, the mead is blazing brightly,
Age forgets its years and sadness,
Aged knees cuivet foi gladness,
Lift thy flashing toiches o'ei us,
Maishal .ill thy blameless tiam,
Lead, O lead the way before us ,

lead the lovely youthful Chorus
To the marshy flowery plain

(The warninq-off of the piofnnt )
All evil thoughts and piofane be still

far hence, fai hence from our chons depait,
Who knows not well what the Mystics tell,

or is not holy and pure of heait ;
Who ne'er has the noble revelry learned,

or danced the dance of the Muses high ,
Or shai ed in the Bacchic rites which old

bull-eating Cratmus's b words supply ;
Who vulgai coarse buffoonery loves,

though all untimely the jests they make ;
Oi lives not easy and kind with all,

01 kindling faction forbeais to slake,
But fans the fire, from a base desire

some pitiful gain for himself to reap ;

epithet ravpoQiiyos had been applied to Dionysus by Sophocles
.n the Tyro
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